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27: TO HIS MOTHER
March 31, 1911                                                                     Jerablus
Excuse this paper, and general appearance of letter. It is being
written on the mound, in a dull day of digging, with an empty
pen. The pen, by the way is a very distinct comfort out here.
Today we are moving great stones: the remains of walls and
houses are buried about f of their height in fairly clean earth,
but the upper few feet are filled up with rubble, and small rocks,
with the ashlar masonry and concrete of the late Roman town.
Whenever we break fresh ground dozens of these huge blocks
have to be moved. Some of them weigh tons, and we have no
blasting powder or stone-hammers with us. As a result they have
to be hauled, prehistoric fashion, by brute force of men on ropes,
helped to a small extent by crowbars. At this moment something
over 60 men are tugging away above, each man yelling Yallah1
as he pulls: the row is tremendous, but the stones usually come
away. Two men out of three presume to direct operations, and no
one listens to any of them, they just obey Oregon's orders, and
their shouting is only to employ their spare breath. Now they
are raising the 'talul', the curiously vibrant, resonant wail of the
Bedawi. It is a very penetrating, and very distinct cry; you feel
in it some kinship with desert life, with ghrazzus2 and camel-
stampedes. (Meanwhile the stone has slipped and fallen back
into the trench, and Oregon's Turkish is deserting him. When-
ever he is excited he slips back into Greek in a high falsetto voice,
that convulses our hoarse-throated men.) To-day is a lovely day,
in the shade of the diggings as I am at present: outside it is a
little warm, with the usual streaming sunshine everywhere. We
have had no rain since we came to Carchemish, but generally
sun, with often after midday a gale from the North that drives
the workmen off the top of the mound, and tosses up the dust of
our diggings and dump-heaps in thick blinding and choking
clouds all across the site. If one can struggle up to the top of the
mound and hold on one can look over all the plain of the river
valley (a very narrow one to the N. wide to the S.) up to Biredjik
and down to Tell Ahmar, and over it all the only things to show
1 Oh God! = Hurry up!